Unledded and Unlocked 


Author: DKD 

Bands: Led Zeppelin 

Characters: Jimmy Page, John Paul Jones, Robert Plant 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Jun 23 2013 08:3912 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Author's Notes: 

Set in 1194-the tour Jimmy and Robert did together, after a cunning persuasion by Jimmy, and let\'s say.. a 
certain thing called jealousy-by Robert. Never tried writing LedZep-although I've always admired those who 
could-particularly because | couldn\'t write the characters easily. But apparently, this fell out of my mind and 
| decided to post it. Enjoy. 


Even before the show - before any show, to be precise - Robert knew what it should be like. What it would 
be like. Down to that feeling in the pit of his stomach upon only glancing at his former bandmate and friend. 


Already seen, already felt, already passed. 
Too fast. Bloody too fast. 


And every night since the tour started, he felt the deep hazel eyes on his back. Jimmy wasn't subtle. As 


much as he tried to prove that he was, year after year, Jimmy could be as obvious as the blue sky once he 


set on thinking about something of relevance to him. 

Or maybe it seemed so to Robert. 

Everyone else claimed the raven-haired guitarist was more or less a book of mysteries, and it probably was 
true. Come to think of it, maybe Robert didn't know him either. Maybe he just liked filing Jimmy's expressions 
and gestures under whichever folder he had handy or wanted to have handy. 

That thought unnerved him deeply. 


But he couldn't have been imagining all of it. 


Certainly couldn't have imagined that phone call he received only two days after their joint tour was made 


public. It was Jonesy. 
Good old John Paul Jones had no courtesy of asking those simple things for the start of a conversation 
‘Its a mistake, you know." 


"Good to hear you too, John" Robert grinned and leaned back in his chair, absentmindedly pulling on one of his 
golden locks. 


"You know what's going to happen." 
"| don't know what you're talking about" 
A small sigh, but he still sounded determined through the line. 


"You could've called then Three is company, but that wouldn't bother you. Or could you not remember my phone 


number?" 
"John" 
‘did my part. | warned you." 


"Yes you did" Robert smiled again, but he couldn't tell why. It was good, hearing Jonesy again. But it also 
brought some sort of undefined feeling to his gut. 


"God help us all." 


And he hung up. 


Robert stared at the receiver with eyebrows raised He was surprised at both Jonesy's sassy behaviour and 
the slight amusement he was able to separate from his tone. 


Today he felt no better, regarding his gut feeling. 


He was so confused that at some point of searching for exits he even started to wonder what Bonzo would 


say to him if he could. 


Day after day - or rather, night after night - the situation seemed to be straining more and more. Not 
necessarily in that awkward way; on the contrary, every gig seemed more relaxed than the previous one, the 
crowd loved it all - swallowed it like a hungry baby bird. Even the session musicians seemed to be molding into 


the whole picture, in a genuinely natural way. 
But every minute that passed felt like a step closer to that inevitable thing. Robert couldn't pinpoint that 
particular thing, but he knew something was going to happen, sooner or later. Either Jimmy would burst, or he 


would. 


He even thought he saw several suspicious glances cast toward both of them on a few occasions. All of which 


came from those same session musicians and roadies. 

They had no bloody idea what the deal was, did they? 

They couldn't have known. No one had known all those years ago. It wasn't possible for anyone to know today. 
But the more glances they received, the more the atmosphere strained The occasional smile Jimmy would 
send him, the eyebrow wiggle which Robert would respond with, the forced pat on the skinny back, or even 
that ominous brush of sweaty hands up there, on stage. Where it all seemed more charged than usual. 
Robert admired himself for maintaining composure. 

One night after a show, as they both sat in Robert's hotel-room - Jimmy having been almost dragged there 
after minutes of persuasion and promises that it would only include a drink or two - the singer finally 
confessed something to himself. Jimmy was still a mystery. 


He didn't give up, though. 


Well, he wasn't sure what he wasn't giving up on, and he didn't care, to be frank He took a deep breath and 
told himself that he just enjoyed his former bandmate's presence. His company. 


There was nothing wrong with wanting to spend time with a friend. 


But there was something wrong with what he felt after noticing Jimmy sitting in a chair by the window desk, 


looking so vulnerable and.. available. He felt a surge of some feeling that almost made him drunk right then and 


there. He approached, in cat-like strides, inhaling softly and eventually indulging. 

Long, soft fingers grazed Jimmy's curls, caressing the tips timidly before diving into his thick black locks, now 
adorned with silver only here and there. Barely visible. Probably not even the guitarist was sure they were 
there. But Robert could track them. 

Robert could see everything. 

There it was - his outré, confidence again. 

Jimmy swept a hand over his lips and left it there, elbow resting on the small wooden desk as he stared 
through the window. There was probably Fourth Reich blooming on the streets outside, but Robert would bet 
Jimmy could only feel the fingers on his head. Or so he wanted to think 

He grinned. 

"Jimmy." 

It sounded like a statement, not a question. Jimmy hummed in response nevertheless. 

"You know | like your long hair, right?" 


Robert couldn't help but smirk, only slightly. 


He knew Jimmy, and the way he got confused right at that moment. And he knew why the other man wasn't 


answering. 
"What are you doing?" The guitarist asked, still not turning around or rising up from his chair. 
"Combing your hair." Robert said sweetly. 


It was different. Here, in the hotel room. They did nothing but exist, and yet there was an invisible, but thick 


cloak around them and Robert knew Jimmy could feel it too. Maybe even more than him. 

Why it felt different, he couldn't tell. On stage, they were almost-Led-Zeppelin - actually, for some people, 
they were Led Zeppelin. And it worked like magic. All these past weeks. Brilliance. Unstoppable stream. Familiar. 
With a few electrified moments, but yes, familiar. 


Maybe too familiar. 


Robert's hands stopped their movement through Jimmy's hair and he felt the guitarist tense. Rubbing his dry 
fingers together, he continued raking them through the messy black locks. 


He had actually always wondered how it was possible for a Caucasian man to have such dark hair, darker than 
ebony. 

And this right now, this was too normal. Routine. He'd done it a thousand times. 

He swept his fingers through the artificial locks. Jimmy was a crazy wanker for using a curler all these years. 
But this way, Robert had more fun 

His fingertips grazed Jimmy's neck, creating gooseflesh on the soft skin almost immediately. 

"Don't" 


Robert wasn't sure if the words were said or not, the tone was that quiet. 


His hands stopped in mid-motion, just as he was about to sweep the black locks off Jimmy's shoulders and to 
his back, as far as they could reach. 


"Tell me something." Robert said, putting his palms on the guitarists thin shoulders. 


He'd gotten better and healthier in the recent months - years, even - but he was still frail compared to an 


average man. 
"What is it?" 
Jimmy's arm was resting in his lap, while the other one still supported his lips and nose as he kept on rubbing 


them absentmindedly. His elbow got too hot on the wooden desk and he moved it to a colder part of the 


surface. 

"What did you feel tonight?" 

Jimmy didn't answer at first. 

"What do you mean?" 

"Tonight" Robert repeated. "Or any of these past nights." 


Bear trap, right there. Maybe a bit more hidden, though. But Robert had a tendency of walking right into 


those, anyway. 
His fingers were still resting on the guitarists shoulders. Unobtrusively. 


Jimmy let out a tiny sigh. 


"Music." He said quietly. 

Robert's lips curled with two emotions sword fighting somewhere in his middle. 

It all seemed like a well trudged path, gone through so many times it became glossy and slick. 
"Yes, Jimmy. More." 


The guitar master probably didn't think the other man would notice, but his gulp was as clear and as loud as 
the rain outside the window. At least to the singer. 


"Robert." 


"No-- what was it you used to call me, hm?" The blond's lips twisted. His fingers pressed on Jimmy's 


shoulders as if to start a massage, but then they loosened and came to rest on his shoulder blades. 
"Percy?" Jimmy asked almost timidly, bewilderment obvious in his voice. 
"Yes" 


Robert knew what the other man was thinking - why now of all times, when he couldn't digest that nickname 


all those years ago. 

"Say it" He told him softly. 

"Percy. What of it?" 

"Nothing" Robert replied sweetly. "So what was your answer, | forgot..?" 
Jimmy's lips tightened and his mouth dried. 

Robert strained his ear, waiting for that short little sentence. 

"| didnt" 

Walked right into that one. Robert grinned, ear to ear. Thats right 


He should've been worried too. But it almost felt like if he led Jimmy into that trap first, he would fall after 


him and land on his body or something. In any case, he would hurt less. 


"Different." Jimmy blurted out, erasing the smile from the other man's face. 


Robert's voice sounded hoarse and feline at the same time. 

"Different how?" 

"From what | expected" The guitarist said softly 

Robert's eyes trailed off to the window, noticing the drops of water cling to and drag down the glass. 
"And what was that?" 


Jimmy closed his eyes and inhaled softly, his insides squeezing until he could hardly breathe. Then he said a 


simple sentence, softly, earnestly - and forced the singer's palms to sweat. 

"That | would not remember." 

Robert heard himself swallow and felt his lips open and then close again. One lock of blond hair fell into his eyes 
and he blinked, only then realizing they have moistened for some reason. There was no lump in his throat, no 
squeezing of his heart, no welling up of the eyeballs - he wasn't about to cry. It was a different kind of 
moisture. He recognized it, unfortunately. 


Then, to his surprise, Jimmy continued. 


"That it would feel like a vacation.. to the past." He spoke softly, openly, and Robert strained to hear the rare 


stream of words coming from his longtime friend. 

“That it wouldn't feel like coming back. Because it can't be the same." 

Silence as dense as cheddar fell onto the room and for some time, neither of the men dared to speak. Robert 
wanted to hear the rest - because there was more, and Jimmy just needed that one little push. The one 
Robert was afraid to give. 

A sharp little intake of breath, and then he spoke again. 

"But it was everything.’ 

The intonation told the singer that Jimmy had finished talking. 


It didn't matter. It was all Robert needed. 


His fingers slid around the guitarists neck, stroking his chest and jaw and the rest at the same time, and 


Jimmy finally - finally - leaned into his touch, rested his head against Robert's stomach and shuddered 


The singer gripped Jimmy's hand and brought it up to his lips, inhaling the sweet scent of strings from his 


palm. It seemed incredible that even after hours of washing hands and scrubbing skin, Jimmy's fingers always 


smelled of guitar. 


With his other hand, Robert pressed Jimmy's body to his own, planting a kiss on the back of his hand and then 
pulling him to stand slowly. 


Turning around, Jimmy's hazel eyes reflected something Robert hadn't seen in almost twenty years. It made 
his insides crush and his lungs expand and he reached up to swipe a stray black tuft from the other man's 


forehead. 
"You have no idea" He whispered. 
“That's what you think." Jimmy replied softly, nostrils flaring to reach out for fresh air. 


"Come," Robert cooed and grasped the warm hand in his own, walking him a few steps until they both found 
themselves laying sideways on the bed. 


The singer's hand traced Jimmy's side slowly, observing; almost in awe. 
"Robert." 
Their eyes met. 


"Maybe just once," The blond singer said, lips curling and that dimple appearing as always. And Jimmy closed his 


mouth. No escape. 


"You are not afraid" Robert stated softly and Jimmy shook his head almost unnoticeably. Each one of them let 


out a small sigh, probably even simultaneously, and Robert's face coloured in adoration. 
"Promise me something." 

"What is it?" 

Robert leaned in, their noses almost touching. 

"That you won't blame yourself for anything," 

Jimmy's gaze lowered to the immaculate bed sheet. "I can't, you know that.” 

"Yes you can," Robert assured him slowly. "And you know why?" 


His hand trailed down the guitarists side and grasped his crotch, making Jimmy whimper in restrained lust and 
gasp through a whisper. 


"Because you want it." 

Then finally - after such a long time it seemed painful - Robert leaned in and touched his lips to Jimmy's neck. 
The dark-haired guitarist sighed softly and bared his throat, just an inch more. Robert left a small kiss on his 
jaw and then climbed up and sealed his lips. A strong lightning of desire shot right through him, reminding him 
of just how much wrong they were depriving themselves of this 

‘Oh Jimmy," He cooed softly, cupping the other man's cheek and shivering when he felt a response. "Oh you." 
As much as he tried to restrain himself, to make this transition as slow as possible for the other man, he 
couldn't help squeezing Jimmy close and rolling on top of him. When the guilt registered in his brain, he 
expected the guitarist to push him off, but Jimmy only pressed him close, inhaling his scent and arching up his 
body. 

That made Robert's insides flutter like a little child's and he wasn't ashamed to admit it to himself. 

Jimmy probed his mouth with his tongue and Robert responded in an equally intense manner, fingers fastening 
into the black curls again. The guitarist arched his back, hips pressing against Robert's and they both moaned 


at the same time, parting away to look into each other's eyes. 


Then Jimmy spoke softly and even smiled, taking Robert by surprise. "You know | wrote many inspired by those 
blues of yours." 


Robert's cheeks stretched into a wide grin 


"Among other things." Jimmy added, and a perfect of crimson colours adorned his face for a moment. Some 


things never changed. 
"Jimmy." Robert whispered almost breathlessly. 


"If we've only got one time," The guitarist told him, reaching up to timidly brush the blond strands from 
Robert's forehead. "Then that's only a couple of hours." 


That dimple again. 


"Yes.. Pagey." But it quickly vanished, as Robert sobered up a little. "You know it doesn’t have to be only one.. 
We could-" 


"No." Jimmy shook his head briefly, lips still parted a tiny bit and something similar to panic in his dark eyes. 
"It has to be only one" 


Robert stared at him for the better part of the following minute, seemingly wanting to convey so much with 


his gaze. 
"Robert" Jimmy's tone was slightly warning. "One or none." 


Robert swallowed quickly and then stretched a smile across his face, something old and rusty thumping in his 


chest. 
"One. Always." 


And then that dimple appeared again. 


